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(Sir Richard spoke and he laugh'd, and we roar'd a hurrah,

and so

The little Revenge ran on sheer into the heart of the foe,
"With her hundred fighters on deck, and her ninety sick below;
For half of their fleet to the right and half to the left were

seen,                                                                    35

And the little Revenge ran on thro' the long sea-lane between,

6

Thousands of their soldiers look'd down from their decks and

laugh'd,

Thousands of their seamen made mock at the mad little craft
Running on and on, till delay'd
By their mountain-like San Philip that, of fifteen hundred

tons,                                                                     40

And up-shadowing high above us with her yawning tiers of

guns,
Took the breath from our sails, and we stay'd.

7

And while now the great San Philip hung above us like a

cloud

Whence the thunderbolt will fall

Long and loud,                                                            45

Four galleons drew away
From the Spanish fleet that day,

And two upon the larboard and two upon the starboard lay,
And the battle-thunder broke from them all.

But anon the great San Philip, she bethought herself and
went                                                                    50

Having that within her womb that had left her ill content;